FIRST CONTACT WITH THE TURKS     5
sandhills were black with Turks. It seemed certain
that they would attack, and there was little to prevent
them coming straight in. Our tired men were persuaded
with difficulty to dig. They scratched themselves a
few shallow pits to hide in, until they were relieved.
They knew little about trenches or their value. But
the Turks missed their chance. They settled down to
dig, and indulged in long-range artillery bombardment
of the town. They came on warily, but with a line
of trenches and a few men they effectively inserted the
cork and bottled us securely in Kut.
Hope and energy revived on good and plentiful food.
Soon the trenches grew in the hard-baked ground and
we began the underground life of trench warfare. There
was a belief that we had only to keep the Turk out
and hold our own for a few days, and then the relieving
forces would join hands with us, and together we should
hurl back the enemy and march triumphant into Bagdad.
We prepared each day to resist and repel attacks, but
the Turk did no more than sap steadily up to our lines.
He made only two determined assaults, and he was flung
back with heavy losses.
For a while there was muddle and disorganization.
The ground was baked to the hardness of brick, and
digging was slow. Communication trenches did not
exist, and in the drought of the late Eastern autumn
we were parched for want of water. Time and again
I watched a faithful water-carrier try to get a skinful
from the river and I saw him shot as he hurried and
stumbled over the open to his regiment. There was
little or no medical arrangement, for the medical services